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he attempted to hide the feeling which was mastering hi^v
" I've thought it all out - we'll do it at night, with colcf
steel. Then the next night the cossack who supplies us with
food will come across, we'll cross the Don, and that's all.
It's marvellously simple, and no cunning called for at all !x
Smiling, Gregor said with feigned affability :
" Now that's really clever ! But tell me, Kaparin, when
you wanted to go to the village to get warm this morning
. . . Were you intending to go to Vieshenska ? Did Fomin
hit the mark ? "
Kaparin stared closely at Gregor's amiably smiling face
and smiled also, wanly and a little embarrassed.
" I'll tell you frankly, I was. You know, when it's a
question of your own skin you don't show any particular
regard about the choice of method."
(< So you'd have betrayed us ? "
" Yes," Kaparin openly admitted. " But I'd have trie^
to spare you personally any unpleasantness, if they'd
caught you here on the island."
" But why didn't you kill us all yourself ? That would
have been easy enough to do at night."
" There was the risk. While I was dealing with one the
others . . ."
" Lay down your arms ! " Gregor said in a repressed
tone, snatching out his pistol. " Lay them down, or I'll
shoot you on the spot! I'm getting up now, and I'll cover
you so that Fomm can't see, and then you'll throw your
pistol down at my feet. Well ? Don't even think of shooting'
I'll put you out at the first sign."                                     ^
Kaparin sat still, turning deathly pale.   " Don't kill me ! * '
he whispered, hardly moving his white lips.
" I shan't. But I'll take your weapons."
" You'll betray me____"
Tears rolled down Kaparin's hairy cheeks. Gregor
frowned with loathing and pity, and raised his voice.
" Throw down your pistol! I won't betray you, though
I ought to. Why, what a cur you've proved yourself to Jje!
A dirty cur ! "
Kaparin threw his pistol at Gregor's feet.                    4
" How about your Browning ? Hand over your Browning
It's in the breast pocket of your tunic."
Kaparin pulled out and threw down the gleaming, nickelle^